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And they feasted on the best
For two good months and more. Such guzzling and gorging, canoodling and orgying
Were never on record before.
The nobles as trenchermen
Were all of them hard to beat, But the king   gallant heart, could give each man a start
And win by a dozen of feet. For they ate all day and night,
And they drank all night and day. 'Twas a mailer of wonder how they packed it all under,
The tons that they put away.
Now attached to the court was a dhoby,
A humble washer fellow. At the song and the dance he had never a chance
Of getting the least bit mellow. For he worked when the sun did shine,
And he toiled when the moon arose, A miserable sinner, getting thinner and thinner
A wash ing the royal clothes.
And attached to this man was a donkey,
A poverty-stricken ass, Of humble condition, whose only ambition
Was a mouthful of thistle or grass. He carried the clothes of the king,
And the dhoby man walloped behind, And at every whack on his blistered back
He tried all he knew not to mind.